R a @Y 


By MERCURIUS SPUR, E 


„ a | Sa 
e 4 Au. 


# 
&F , 
AA 


W 1 7 


N O NE 8. 


By FAUSTINUS SCRIBLERUS. 


THE SECOND EDITION, 


With large ADpDITIONS and ALTERATIONS. 


Acres procurrunt, magnum ſpeclaculum ! 


LOND O MN: 


Printed for W. FLExXNEyY, near Gray's-Inn-Gate, Holborn, 


M DCC LXVI. 


o 


ANNA E puny things, who ſolf-important ſit 
* MN The ou reign arbiters of monthly wit, 


= fe 17 Who gnatling-like your ſlings around diſpenſe, 
2 e And feed on excrementi of fickly ſenſe; 

* 1. e gentle critics, whom by fancy * 

My Pegaſus has kick'd upon the head, 

IW ho, zealous to decry th' injurious ſirain, 

While* common ſenſe has bled at ev'ry vein, 

Bewilder'd wander on, with ideot-Pride, 

Without or Wit. or Grammar for your guide, 

Behold! again I blot tt invenom'd page, 

Come, whet your tiny ſlings, exhauſt your rage: 


_ . 
* — 


* In Juſtification of the author's ſeverity, the reader is deſired to attend to the 
Critical Review on the firſt edition of this Poem, where he will find compriſed in a very 
narrow compaſs, a moſt wonderful variety of nonſenſe, both literal and metaphorical ; 
where the Race is ingeniouſly diſcovered to be an imitation of Pope's. Dunciad—Now 
the only circumſtance, which has the leaſt reference to that poem, is the hero's tumbling 
into a bog, which is, (as it is there acknowledged) an exact imitation of a paſſage in 
Homer, and was deſigned at the ſame time as a ftroke of raillery on one of the inſtances 
where that immortal bard has nodded —This, the ſet of Gentlemen had not eyes to fee, and 
are therefore excuſeable. Dr. South reply'd to a gentleman who remonſtrated to him 
from his biſhop, that his ſermons were too witty, Pray preſent my humble duty to his 
lordſhip, and let him conſider, if God Almighty had made him a wit he could not help it” 
theſe gentlemen certainly can't help their having neither genius nor literature ; but block- 
heads may help commencing Critics, 
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— — vengeance, here exert your fit, | 


Let bluſt ring K-n---k draw his raven's quill; 
My claims to genius let each dunce diſown, © © 2 
And damn all ſtrainr more ö than their own.” 


Where Pegaſus, who ed at $f teen 
No longer ſporting on the rural green, : 
Rampant breaks forth; now flies the peaceful plains, 
And bounds, impetuous, heedleſs of the reins, 
O'er earth's vaſt ſurface, madly cours along, 
Nor ſpares a critic gaping m the throng: 
*Truth rides behind, and prompts the wild career, 
And truth, my Guardian, what have I to fear? 


Oh truth! thou ſole direflor of my views, 
Whom yet T love far dearer than the muſe, 
Teach me myſelf in ev'ry ſenſe to know, 
Proof gainſt th injurious ſhafts of friend or foe. 
When ſmooth tongu'd flatterers my ears aſſail, 
May my firm ſoul diſdain the fulſome tale ; 
And ah ! from pride thy votive bard defend, 
Tho' C--n--y ſmile, or C d commend : 
Unmov'd by ſquibs from all the ſcribling throng, 
Whom thou proclaim'ſt the refuſe of my ſong ; 
Still may I ſafe between the danger ſteer, 
Of Scylla-flati'ry, and Charybdis-fear. 
Thoſe foes to Genius ¶ ſbould ſt thou grant my claim I 
Thoſe wrecks alike of reaſon and of fame. 
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Perhaps ſome half. witted critic may pertly enquire, why ſhould truth ride behind, 
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rather than before ? ſoft and fairly: certainly every man has a right to ride foremoſt on his 
own Pegaſus. 
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I D me ſome honeſt ſiſter of the nine, : 2. 
Who ne'er paid court at flatt'ry's fulſome ſhrine, | 
A youth enlighten with thy keeneſt fires, 


Who dares proclaim whate'er the muſe inſpires. y 
Buy ſquint-ey'd prejudice, or love inclin'd, 3 
No partial ties ſhall here enſlave the mind: 4 
Tho' fancy ſport in fiction's pleaſing guiſe, 1 j 
Truth ſtill conſpicuous through the veil ſhall riſe; 1 
No bribe or ſtratagem ſhall here take place, 1 1 
Tho' (ſtrange to tell I) the ſubje is a Race. | 
Unlike the Race which fam'd Newmerket boaſts, 1 
Where pimps are P---s' companions, whores their toaſts, f ] 
Where 1 
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Nor like the Race, by ancient Homer told, 
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Where jockey-nobles, with groom-porters vye 
Who beſt can hedge à bett, or cog a dye. 


No ſpears for prizes, and no cups of gold : 
A poets' Race, I ſing a poets” prize 
Who gold * and fighting equally deſpiſe. 


To all the rhyming brethren of the quill 
Fame ſenther heralds to proclaim her will. 


Since late her vot'ries in abuſive lays 


« Had madly wrangled for the wreath of bays; 
« To quell at once this foul tumultuous heat, 
The day was fix'd whereon each bard ſhould meet. i 


Already had ſhe mark d the deftin'd ground, 


Where from the goal her eager ſons ſhould bound, 
« There, by the hope of future glory fed, 

« Prove by their heels the proweſs of the head; 

« And he, who fleeteſt ran, and: firſt to fame, 


% The chaplet and the victory ſhould claim. 
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* Who gold and figbting The poverty of poets is a well known adage ; or to ſpeak 
more poetically, their contempt of riches. They alſo ſeem providentially in all ages, 
to have poſſeſſed the moſt pacific tempers : no doubt, leſt their lives ſhould be endangered, 
whoſe labors are fo conducive to the amuſement of ſociety. Horace confeſſes himſelf a 


coward. 


 ReliAa non bene GENE He. 
But the moderns are not quite ſo ingenuous. | 4 


Swift 
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Swift ſpread the grateful news thro' all the town, 
And every ſcribler thought the wreath his own. 
No corporal defect can now retard 
The one legg'd, ſhort legg'd, or conſumptive bard ; 
Convinc'd that legs or lungs could make no odds 
Twixt man and man, where goddefles or gods. 


Preſided judges ; ſure to have decreed. 
To dullneſs + crutches, and to merit ſpeed. 


To view the various candidates for fame, 
Bookſellers, printers, and their devils came.. 
Firſt Becket and De Hondt came hand in hand, 
And next came Nourſe and Millar from the Strand; 
Here Woodfall---There the keen - ey d Scott appears, 
And Say 4 (oh! wonderful !) with both his ears. 
Morley the meagre, with Moran the fat 
And Flexney & with a favour in his hat. 


+ To dulneſs—T he diſcerning reader will at once be ſenſible of the neceſſity of this 
proviſo ; otherwiſe. it is to be ſuppoſed, a poet with a wooden leg, or any bodily iufir- 
mity, would never have ſtarted. 


+ Mr. Say's boldneſs in inſerting any thing wrote in oppoſition even to miniſterial. 
meaſures, will render the meaning of this line ſufficiently obvious to the intelligent 
reader. | 
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$ Alluding to the cuſtom of tenants wearing ribbons in their hats when the ſquire's 


horſe wins the plate; Mr. Flzxney, our hero's publiſher, does the ſame, from a ſtrong 
preſumption of his author's ſucceſs, 


C Williams: 
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Villiams and Kearſiy now a- freſn begin 

To curſe the cruel walls that held em in. 

In rage around his ſhop poor Oven flies, 
Damning the Chevalier, who clos'd his eyes; 

* Oh! could he ſee, this day, the glorious ſtrife, 
He'd grope contented all his future li 

To Pater-noſter-row the tidings reach 

And forth came Johnny Coote and Dryden Leach : 
Aſſociates in each cauſe alike they ſhare, 

Be it to print a prommer or Voltaire; | 
Thus leagu'd, how ſweet the friendly pence to carn, 
Like gentle Roſencraus and Guildenſtern.“ 
But Leach, where Churchillcame, ſtill cautious fled, 
Skulk'd thro' the croud and trembled for his head. 


With his whole length of body ſcarce a ſpan, 


Vet aping all the dignity of man, 


+ Theſe two Gentlemen, at the time this poem was firſt publiſhed, were impriſoned 
for Publications that were deemed libellous. 


* Two characters in Hamlet, where one never appears without the other. 


+. From a circumſtance which Mr. Leach has the beſt reaſon to remember (as we hold 
feeling the moſt perfect of all the ſenſes) the author muſt allow Mr. Churchill an excep- 
tion to the general rule of poets being cowards, who for the moſt part,' are-fonder of 
laying on their blows with a pen than a cudgel; though we muſt confeſs 'tis a very 
cruel alternative, where a printer muſt either ſubmit to have his head broke, or run the 
hazard of loſing his ears. | 


Next 
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Next Vaillant came; ere& his dwarfiſh mien, "C5 | 
He perch'd on horſeback, that he might be ſeen ; | 9 


And vow'd with worſhipful grimace * and din ., 
He'd back the peerleſs bard ꝓ of Lincoln's Inn, 


His on a hill, enthron'd in ſtately pride, 
Appear'd the goddeſs ; while on either ſide 
Stood Vice and Virtue---harbingers of fame, 
This ſtamps a good, and that an evil name. 

On flow'rs thick ſcatter'd o'er the moſſy ground 
The nymphs of Helicon reclin'd around; 
Here, while each candidate his claim preferr d, 
In filent ſtate the goddeſs ſat and heard. 


Not far from hence, acroſs the path to fame, 
A horrid ditch appear'd---known by the name 
Of Black Oblivion's Gulph. In former days 
Here periſh'd many a poet and his lays. 
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M orſbipful grimace The readet is not to Lo Mr. Vaillant made — but only 
that he aſſumed the proper air and countenance of a worſhipful magiſtrate. 


+ Din—No inglorious expreſſion, as ſome may imagine; witneſs the din of . 
the din of arms, &c. therefore proper to be employed in any character of conſequence. 


+ Back the prerleſs bard—A phraſe © common upon the 2, and conſequently very ap- | 
8 here. * 
Cloſe 
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Cloſe by the margin of the ſable flood 
| Reviewers Critical and Monthly ſtood 
In terrible array, who dreadful frown, 
And arm'd with clubs, here knock poor authors down. 
Merit, alas! with them is no pretence, 
In vain the pleas of poeſy or ſenſe ; 
All levell'd here; tho' ſome triumphant riſe, 
Shake off the dirt, and ſeek their native ſkies. 
But ſtrange! to dulineſs they deny the crown, 
And damn ev'n works as ſtupid as their own ! | 8 | | 
Oh ! be this rage for maſſacre withſtood, 
Nor thus imbrue your hands in brother's blood ! 


Foremoſt, the ſpite of Hell upon his face, 
Stood the Ther/ites of the critic Race, | 
Tremendous Hamilton] Of giant-ſtrength, | 
With Crabtree-ſtaff full twice two yards in length. 
Near John o Groat's thatch'd Cot its parent ſtood, 
Alone for many a mile—itſelf a wood; 
Till Archy ſpy d it, yet unform'd and wild, 
And robb'd the mother of her talleſt child: 
Ill-omen'd Birds beheld with dire affright 


Their rooſt N d, and ficken'd at the icht; 


„ * 
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® The learned reader will not ode ſurprized at this genealogy of the canton ſtick be- 
longing to ſo iltuſtrious a charaQer as the Printer of the Critical Review—lt. is com- 
mon, and Homer has often done the ſame, in regard to his Hero's ſwords and ſpears, &c. 


The 
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The ravens croak'd, pies chatter'd round his head, 
In vain, —he frown'd ; the birds in terror fled ; 
Perch'd on their thiſtles droop'd the mournful band 
Archy ſtalk'd off, the crab-tree in his hand, 


Cloſe wedg'd behind in rank and file were ſeen, 
| From Glaſcow, Edinburgh and Aberdeen, 

A troop of Lairds with ſcraps of Latin hung, 
Who came to teach John Bull his mother tongue. 
Poor John ! who muſt not judge whate'er he read, 
But wait for ſentence from theſe ſons of Tweed, 


Now coward Prudence, in the Muſe's ear 
Whiſpers—* How dar'ſt thou, Novice, perſevere 
With headlong fury, to deſtruction prone, ' 

«« * Roule ſacred dulneſs yawning on her throne! 

Thus madly bold, dread'ſt not the Harpy's claw? 
Thou, ſcarce a mor/e/ for fo vaſt a mau . 

Soon ſhalt thou mourn thy ill-ſtarr'd numbers curſt.” 
She ſcorns their malice, let em do their worſt. 

Where Phebus caſts not an auſpicious eye, 


The ſick'ning numbers of themſelves muſt die ; 


— 


This alludes to a part of their criticiſm upon the Race above · mentioned, wherein 
they obſerve “ the author has attacked bookſellers, printers, and even Reviewers—oh | 
Preſumption ] attack Reviewers! a ſet of gentlemen too! we acknowledge the juſtice 
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of this remark and ſubmit to the laſh, 
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But where true genius beams conſpicuous forth, 
The candid few will juſtify its worth: 
Still as it flows encreaſing in its courſe, 
Till like a river, with reſiſtleſs force 
Rapid rolls down the torrent of applauſe ; 
Then, ſtruck with fear, each puny wretch withdraws, 
Meanly diſclaims the paths he lately trod, 
* Bclies himſelf and humbly licks the rod. 
FIRST enter'd in the liſt the laureat bard, 
And thus preferr'd his ſuit If due reward, 
« Goddeſs ador'd, to merit thou aſſign, | 
W hole verſe ſo ſmooth, whoſe. claim fo juſt as mine; 
To thee my cauſe I truſt; Oh lend me wings, 
Shew ww? and /ac# to be conſiſtent things, 
And that he rhymes the beſt who rhymes for Kings.” 


A 


A 


A 


A 


Lur'd by a ſober honeſt thirſt for fame, 


A- appear'd to lay his lawful claim, 


* Every ingenuous mind muſt conceive the utmoſt contempt for modern criticiſm, by 
looking back on the treatment of the late Mr. Churchill, where we find the very critics» 
who, at his firſt appearance in public, would ſcarce allo him the leaſt pretenſions to 
genius, diſavowing their former proceedings, and meanly courting his friendſhip. See 


the Critical Review abeut that period. 
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A- Hg. whoſe muſe has taught the youth to prove 
+ The ſweet economy of health and love. 
But when he ſaw what ſpleen each boſom fir'd, 
Forth from the field he modeſtly retired. 


Not ſo repuls'd nor overaw'd with ſhame, 
Next Hill ſtood forth a darling child. of fame; 
But, as to Juſtice, Fame herſelf muſt bow, 
The poets' bays ſhall never deck his brow : : 
Elſe, who, like Hill, can fave a ſickly age, 
Like him arreſt the hand of death with /age* ? 
But + his the ancients never knew, or ſure © 
They ne'er had died while /age remain'd a cure. 
Oh, matchleſs Lill!“ if aught the muſe foreſee 
Of things conceal'd in dark futurity, 


—— 


+ The ſweet æconom — This gentleman has obliged the public with two poetical pieces, 
the one entitled, The OEconerry of Love, the other Health——in which he has diſplayed 
great abilities, both in ſentiment and diction. 1 


* Sage—'Tis impoſſible to expreſs the obligations of the public to the author of this 
diſcovery. We learn that the ancients had indeed the art of reſtoring youth, by cutting 
the party to pieces, and boiling them in a kettle but certainly the horror of ſo diſmal 
a proceſs (could the art be revived) might deter a perſon of a moderate ſhare of courage, 
from regeiving the benefit of it. But Dr. Hill has removed the ſcruples of the moſt timo- 


rous, and has promiſed all the good effects of ſo dreadful an experiment, in a diſcovery 
both ſimple and palatable, 


1 A favourite expreſſion of Dr. Hill's in all his advertiſements, is * the ancients hnet this 
— the Greeks knew this, &c, Cc. 


f Death's 


5 

Death's triumph by thy ſkill ſhall ſoon be o'er, 
Hence dire diſeaſe and pain ſhall be no more ; 

\Tis thine to ſave whole nations from his maw, 

By ſome new Tincture of a Barly-ſtraw, 

He bow'd and ſpoke---* Oh goddeſs heav'nly fair, 
To thy own Hill now ſhew a mother's care, 
If I go unrewarded hence away, 

What bard will court theę on a future day? 
Who toils like me thy temple to unlock, 

By Moral Eſſays, Rhime, and Water-dock ? 

* With perſeverance who like me could write 

* Inſpefor on Inſpeftor, night by night, 

« Supplying ſtill with unexhauſted head, 

Till every reader ſlumber'd as he read. 

No longer then my lawful claim delay.” 

* She ſmil'd--- Hill fimper'd, and went pleas'd away. 


Next Dodfley ſpoke---* A bookſeller and bard 
: May ſure with juſtice claim the firſt regard. 
A double merit's ſurely his, that's wont 
* To make the fiddle, and then play upon't ; 


— 


* As the reader may perhaps aſcertain within himſelf the future ſucceſs of Dr. Hill, 
from the tmile of the goddeſs, he is deſired to ſuſpend his judgment, and conſider that 
thete are ſmiles of contempt as well as of approbation. 


But 


(as; 
© Bat more, to prove beyond a doubt my claim, 
* Behold the work on which I build my fame! 


* Search every tragic ſcene of Greece and Rome, 
From ancient Sophocles to modern Hume; 


Examine well the conduct, diction, plan, 

And match, then match Cleone, if you can. 

« A father wretched---huſband wretched more 

A harmleſs baby welt' ring in its gore a 
Such dire diſtreſs as ne'er was ſeen before ! 

such ſad complaints and tears, and heart-felt throes,' 

© Sorrows ſo wet * and dry, ſuch mighty woes, 


Too big for utt'rance e' en in tragic obs / ” 


Next Smollet came. What author dare reſiſt 


Hiſtorian, critic, bard, and novelliſt ? 
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© Toreach thy temple, honour'd Fame, he cry'd, 
Where, where's an avenue I have not tryed ? 

* But ſince the glorious preſent of to-day 

Is meant to grace alone the poet's lay, 

My claim I wave to ev'ry art beſide 

And reſt my plea upon the Regicide. + 
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In peruſing the above piece, the readers may obſerve the different effects of grief 


here mentioned, where one character complains of being drowned in tears, and another 
_ that he cannot ſhed any. 


+ A Tragedy written by Dr, S. and printed by ſubſcription, but never ated. See 
Companion to the Playhouſe, Vol, I, 


_ But 
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* But if, to crown the labors of my muſe 

Thou, inauſpicious, ſhould'ſt the wreath refuſe, 

Whoe er attempts it in this ſcribbling Age, 

© Shall feel the Scottiſb pow'rs of Critic rage; 

* Thus ſpurn'd, thus diſappointed of my aim, 

II ſtand a bugbear in the road to Fame; 


Each future minion's infant hopes undo, 
* And blaſt the budding honors of his brow.” 


He faid---and grown with future vengeance big, 
* Grimly he ſhook his ſcientific wig. 


To clinch the cauſe, and fuel add to fire, | 
Behind came Hamilton, his truſty ſquire. 


A while he paus'd, revolving the diſgrace, 
And gath'ring all the horrors of his face; 
Then rais'd his head, and turning to the croud, 
Burſt into bellowings, terrible and loud. 
Hear my reſolve, and firſt by G— I ſwear 
Buy Smollet, and his gods; whoe'er ſhall dare 


* Annuit et totum nutu tremefecit Olympum. V1RG1L. 


+ The reader is to ſuppoſe that theſe aſteriſks muſt certainly mean ſomething of the 
utmoſt conſequence=— It is exactly of the ſame kind with the blank page in Triftram 


5 | | / 


„ „ 
With him this day for glorious fame to vie 
« Sous'd in the bottom of the ditch ſhall lie, 
And know, the world no other ſhall confeſs 
« Whilſt I have crabtree, life, or letter-preſs. 
Scar'd at the menace, authors fearful grew, 
Poor Virtue trembled, and e'en + Vice look'd blue. 


Next Wilkes appear'd, vain hoping the reward, 
A glorious patriot, an inglorious bard, 
Yet erring, ſhot far wide of Freedom's mark, 
And rais'd a flame, in putting out a ſpark : 
Near to the throne, with filent ſtep he came, 
To whiſper in her ear his filthy claim; 
Bat (ruin to his hopes !) behind ſtood near, 
With fix'd attention and a greedy ear, 
A ſneaking Prieft, who heard, and to the croud. 
Blab'd, with mot grievous zeal, the tale aloud. 


The peaceful Nine, whom nothing leſs could vex, 
Flew on the vile aſſaſſin of the ſex, 


+ As pale is an epithet that characteriſes the feat of mortals, the author has made uſe of 
the Pretica Licentia, in making a goddeſs turn blue, 


Dil. 
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Virtue ſteps forth, and claims him for her ſon. 


motive ſtill more intereſting but our author has declined the compariſon, out of reſpect 


| | ) 
Diſown'd all knowledge of his brutal lays, 


* And ſcratch'd the front intended for the boys. 


Here Jobnſon comes---unbleſt with outward grace, 
His rigid morals ſtamp'd upon his face, 
While ſtrong conceptions ſtruggle in his brain 
(For even wit is brought to bed with pain) 
To view him, porters with their loads would reſt, 
And babes cling frighted to the nurſe's breaſt. 
With looks convuls'd, he roars in pompous ſtrain, | 
And, like an angry lion, ſhakes his mane. 
The Nine, with terror ſtruck, who ne'er had ſeen | 
Aught human with ſo horrible a mien, 
Debating, whether they ſhould ſtay or run--- 


With gentle ſpeech ſhe warns him now to yield, 
Nor ſtain his glories in the doubtful field; 


* A poet enamour'd of obvious ſimilies, would certainly have compared this action 
for the honor of the ſex, to an outrage often committed by the female mobility, from a 


to the virgin-delicacy of the Muſes, and the reader will furthermore obſerve, - that their 
fingers rove no lower than his forehead, | 


Next 


( 164] 
But wrapt in conſcious worth, content fit down, 
Since Fame reſoly'd his various pleas to crown, 
Tho' forc'd his preſent claim to diſavow, 
Had long reſerv'd a chaplet for his brow. | 
He bows ; obeys---for Time ſhall firſt expire, 
E'er Jobnſon ſtay, when Virtue bids retire. 


Next Murphy filence broke---* Oh ! goddeſs fair 
To whom I ſtill prefer my daily pray'r 
For whoſe dear ſakeT'veſcratch'd my drowſy head, 
And robb'd alike the living and the dead; 
stranger to fear, haveplung'd thro' thick and thin, 
And Flet-ditch Virgins dragg d to Lincolns-1nn 
« Smile on my hopes, thy favor let me ſhare, 
And ſhew mankind Hibernia boaſts thy care. 


— ” — 1. ö _ . 
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Here ſtopt he- interrupted quick by Jones, 
A poet, rais'd from mortar, brick and ſtones ; 
* Goddeſs, he cries, reject his pitch-patch work, 
« + He was a butter-ſeller's boy at Cork ; 
On me beſtow the prize, on me, who came 
From my dear country in purſuit of fame: 
For thus advis'd Mæcenat, (beſt of men) 
Jones, drop the trowel, and aſſume the pen; 


* 


Er — 


+ See the Pictlact, a ſcurrilous Poem. 
F « The 
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The muſes thrive not in this barren ſoil, 
« Come, ſeek with me, fair A/bion's happier iſle; 
There ſhall the-theatres increaſe thy ſtore, 
% And Eſſex bleed to make thy. purſe run o'er.” 
Thus have I fondly left the maſon's care 
To build imaginary tow'rs i th' air; 
Then, ſince my golden hopes have prov'd acheat, 
* Oh give him Fame, whom Fate forbids to eat, 
© This, this at leaſt to me forlorn ſupply, 

I'll live contented on a farthing pye. 


Next in the train advanc'd a Highland-lad, 
Arrayed in brogues and Caledonian plaid, 
Surrounded by his countrymen, while loud 


The + Britiſb Homer, rang thro' all the croud, 


— 


— 


* It is a mortification to which the profeſſed patrons of merit muſt ever be liable, to 
have their benevolence abuſed, and their hopes deceived—but oreat ſouls have no limits, 


or rather diſdain any; which is well expreſt by Voltaire. 


Repandez vos bienfaits avec magnificence, 
Meme au moins virfueux ne les refuſez pas, 

Ne vous informez pas de leur reconnoiſſance, 
It eſt grand, il eſt beau de faire des ingrats. 


There is indeed an air of originality, which, to a kterary virtuoſo, renders Fingal wor- 
thy of notice. But I am afraid the Nerth-Britons cannot eaſily be acquitted of national 
partiality ; who, inſtead of a bonnet and thiſtle, which would have been no incompetent 


reward, have inſiſted on his right to a crown of laurel. 


Then 


ä S C 


( 
Then he with mickle pride and uncouth air 
His bonnet doff d, and thus preferr'd his pray'r. 


* Oh Fame regard me with propitious eyes, 
Give me to ſeize this long conteſted prize ; 
In Epic lines I ſhine, the king of verſe; 
From torn and tatter'd ſcraps of ancient Er/e, 
« 'Tis mine a perfect pile to raiſe, for all 
« Muſt own the wond'rous ſtructure of Fingal ! 
No leſs a mitacle, than if a Tyrk ' | 
A Moſque ſhould raiſe up of moſaic work. 


A 


Next Mallet came, Mallet who knows each art, 
The ear to tickle, and to ſooth the heart; 
Who, with a gooſe-quill, like a magic rod, 
Transforms a Scottiſb peer into a God. 
Oh! matchleſs Mallet, by one ſtroke to clear, 
One lucky ſtroke, four hundred pounds a year 


Long round a court poor Gay dependant hung, 


(And yet moſt | trimly has the poet ſung) 
Twice fix reyolving years vain-hoping paſt. 
And unrewarded went away at laſt. 
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! He told me once upon a day, 
Trim are thy ſonnets gentle Gay. 


Gay, 


A 
y 


2 „ 
n 528 wn l Fe. 


, ata — K 
* % » : KC 9% * * 
v dA. 


— 


n 
wager i 
! . Er EET” on 


Wikies: 6 re 


( 20 ) 


And thus adviſes, wiſely, tho' in vain, 


% Ah Spur! enliſted in a luckleſs cauſe, 
© Who pelf deſpiſing, ſeeks for vain applauſe, 


« Thy will how ſtubborn, and thy wit how ſmall 


&* To think a muſe can ever thrive on Ga! 
* Then timely throw thy venom'd ſhafts afide, 


A 


«c 


Be flattery thy arrow, this thy Butt, 
And praiſe the Devil for his cloven foot.” 


The counſel's good---but how ſhall I ſubſcribe, 
Who ſcorn to flatter, and deteſt a bribe ? h 
„ „ „„ „ „ #* #% * 
In voice moſt weak, in ſentiment moſt ſtrong, 
Like Milton murder'd in an Eunuch's ſong, 
With honeſty no malice e' er cou'd ſhame, | 
With prejudices hunger ne'er could tame, 
With judgment ſometimes warp'd, but oft refin'd, 
Next Cleland came---the champion of mankind ! 
Who views, contented with his little ſtate, 
Wealth ſquander'd by the partial hand of fate. 
And, whilſt dull rogues the joys of life partake, 
Lives, a great patriot——on a mutton fleak ! 


Again dame Prudence checks the madd'ning ſtrain, 


Chuſe out ſome fool blown up with pow'r and pride — 


Dreaming 


Dreaming of genius, which he never had, 
Half-wit, half-fool, half-critic and half-mad ; 
Seizing, like Sbirliy, on the poet's Iyre, ESA 
With all the rage, but not one ſpark of fire 
Eager for ſlaughter, and reſolv d to tear 
From others' brows that wreath he muſt not wear, 
Next Kenrick came; all- furious, and replete 
With brandy, malice, pertneſs and conceit. 
Unſkill'd in claflic lore, thro' envy blind 
To all that's beauteous, learned or refin'd,, 

For faults alone behold the favage prowl, 

With reaſon's offal glut his rav'ning ſoul, | 
Pleas'd with his prey its inmoſt blood he drinks, 
till it ſtinks. 


And mumbles, paws, and turns it 


Erect he ſtood, nor deign'd one bow to fame, 
Then bluntly thus —* F711 Kenrick is my name. 
Who are theſe minions crouding to thy fane ? 


— _— > Ve 


The chaplet's mine I claim it, who inherit 


*Deunis s rage, and Milbourne's glorious ſpirit.” 


3 
"ny — 
- 
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Dennis and Milbourne, two things called Critics, damn'd to immortality for being the 
Perſecutors of Duden and Pope, f 


G Struck 


—— 
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Struck with amazement, Fame, who ne'er had ſeen 


A face ſo brazen and fo pert a mein, 
Calmly reply'd, © Vain-boaſter, go thy way, 
* And prove more furious and more dull than they.” 


Then Brown appear d with ſuch an air he moy'd, 
As ſhew'd him confident and ſelf approv'd. 


Poor injur'd, honour'd Pope / the bard on thee 


* Has clapp'd a ruſty ck without a ey : 


Thus when enraptur'd we attempt to rove 


Thro' all the ſweets of thy Pierian grove, 
The gate alas ! is ſtrongly barr'd ; and all 
That taſte the ſweets muſt climb the rugged wall. 


Rev'rent he bow'd, and thus addreſt the throne, 
One boon, oh! grant me, and the day's my own! 
When the ſhrill trumpet calls the rival train 


© To ſcour with nimble feet the duſty plain, 


Let not the dread profeſſor Lowrh appear 
To freeze thy vot'ry's ſhiv'ring ſoul with fear, 


F 


* Alluding to the E/ay on Satire prefixed to the 2d. vol. of Pope's works, which the 
reader of no diſcernment might miſtake for the production of that immortal genius, unleſs 
he is lucky enough to ſtumbleupon the title page. It has often been a matter of aſtoniſh- 
ment, how it came there? as there is no ſuch privilege in Mr. Pope's will, b:queathed 


$0 the editor, together with the property of his works. 


(+3) 
* Tear the fine form, perhaps, of all I've writ, 
And drown me in a deluge of his wit. 


Next Yaugh'n appear'd, he ſmil'd, and ſtrok'd his chin, 
And pleas'd to think his carcaſs was fo thin, 
So moulded for the Race, while ſelf-dubb'd worth 
Beam'd from his eyes, he hem'd----and thus held forth: 
« Goddeſs, your ſlave——'tis true I draw the quill, 
* Sometimes thro' anger, not to ſhew my ſkill, 
« Yetall muſt own, ſpite of the + Bear's report, 
There's obvious merit in my keen Retort; 


* Tho' Flexney (oh ! his ignorance confound !) 
« Sells its contents to Grocers by the pound, 
* And, deaf to genius, and its pleas to fame, 


Puts it to purpoſes unfit to name. 
Then ſince no profit from the muſe I draw, 


« You can't refuſe me praiſe, and ſo your ta 


1˙ 


— 


Facit Indignatio Verſus. Let no one pretend to ſay that even anger has not its good 
effects, ſince we owe the immortal works both of a Juvenal and a Vaugban, to their 
being rouſed by a ſpirit of reſentment. 


+ A name by which the late Mr. Churchill was diſlinguiſhed, on account, as we ſup- 


poſe, of the rough manner in which he handled the gentle bards who were ſo unlucky as 
to come within reach of his poetical paws, 


The 
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The goddeſs laugh' — Wilo could. N ct ait 
To ſee ſuch foplings ſkip around het ſan e 8 


Next Churchill came his face proclaim'd a heart,, 
That ſcorn'd to wear the ſmaoth addreſs of art, 
Strongly mark'd out that firm unconquer'd ſoul, 
Which nought on earth could biaſs or controul. 

He bow'd---when all ſneer at his want of grace $, 
And uncouth form, ill-ſuited to the Race; | 
Whilſt he contemptuous ſmil'd on all around, | 

And thus addreſt her in a + voice profound. 


© Goddeſs, theſe gnatlings move not me at all. 


] come by juſt decrees to ſtand or fall. 5 = 
© When firſt the daring bard aſpires to ſing, . 
« To check the ſallies of his infant wing. . 


Critics not only try (your pardon, Fame, 


To you a ſtranger is the Critic's name) 


* _—_— 
1 


San of grace. Not ſpiritual grace, but grace in making a bow]; or if the reader mut 
be let into the ſecret, this may refer to the cavils of the critics in general againſt the 
unharmoniouſneſs of his numbers. 

+ Voice profound Mr. Churchill, as a ſcholar, is here ſuppoſed well acquainted with 
that general maxim in oratory, Loquere ore rotundo, which is here rendered a voice pro- 


faund, 5 
Critics, 


(eng, 
But every blockhead, who pretends to write, 
* Would damp his vigour, and retard his flight. 
Critics, oh Fame/ are things compos'd between 


The two ingredients, [gnorance and Spleen ; 
Who, like the Daw, wou'd infamouſly tear 
The ſhining plumes they ſee another wear, 
That thus unfeather'd by theſe wretched elves, 
All may appear as naked as themſelves. 


* Hard is the taſk in ſuch a cauſe t' engage 


With fools and knaves eternal war to wage, 


* 


By fears or partial feelings unſubdu'd, 


To hurl defiance at ſo vaſt a croud ; 


8 


* 


To ſtand the teizing of their little ſpleen, 


So oft to clear the withng-crouded ſcene ; 


From vice and folly tear the foul diſguiſe, Eo 
And cruth at once the Hydras as they riſe. 1 0 
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Vet on I will —unaw'd by ſlaviſh fears, 


Till gain'd the glorious point, or loſt my ears. 


Next from the Temple ſix poetic cubs, 


With him whoſe humble muſe delights in Shrubs, 
And commentator Fawkes ——let Woty tell, 
Alone who ſees, how much he can excel, 


H Who 


626) 


Who wipes all doubts from ſacred texts away, 


Clear as the ſkies upon a miſty day; 


Bard, Critic, and Divine with upturn'd eyes 
Dejected Virtue to the goddeſs cries, 
* What ways and means for raiſing the ſupplies !” 


Awhile demurring who ſhould move the pleas, 
Fawkes claim'd the right, from having ta'en degrees ; 
* Combin'd, dear Woty, ſure we ne'er can fail, 

III peak—— do thou hold up the caſſock's tail.” 
He hem'd 
Oh! Fame propitious view the friendly plan: 
* See Law on Goſpe/, caſt a ſocial look, 

And Moſes fide with Tyttleton and Coke : 


Let not a partnerſhip unknown before 


then haw'd- then bow'd, and thus began ; 


In vain for favor and the bays implore ; 

But guide thy vot'ry's feet acroſs the plain, 
While gentle Woty bears the fable train; 

* And crown'd with conqueſt, amply to reward 
So mean an office in ſo great a bard, 

Six days in ſeven I'll the wreath reſign, 


* Only on Sundays be its honors mine. 


Rev'rent 


r 


Rev'rent he bow'd—then Bickerſlaff advanc'd, 
His S:ng-Song-Muſe, by vaſt ſucceſs enhanc'd ; 
Who, when fair }/right, deſtroying reaſon's fence, 
Inveigles our applauſe ia ſpite of ſenſe, Wer. 
With Syren- voice our juſter rage confounds, 
And cloaths ſweet nonſenſe in deluſive ſounds, 
Pertly commends the judgment of the town, | 
And arrogates the merit as his own ; 

Talks of his taſte | how well each air was hit! 
While Printers and their Devils praiſe his wit; 
And wrap'd in warm ſurtout of ſelf-conceit 


Deſies the critic's cold, and poet's heat. 


He ey'd the rabble round, and thus began : 
Goddeſs, I wonder at the pride of man ; 


* 


* 


Fellows, whoſe accents never yet have hung 

On ſkilful Beard's or Brent's harmonious tongue, 
Dare here approach, * who chatter like à parrot, 
* But hardly. know a ſheep's-head from a carrot. 
Whoſe taſteleſs lines ne'er grac'd a royal ſtage 
Nor n a tuneful n age 


A 


oo 


* 


— — — . 
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® See Lovei in a Village, an Opera. 
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« Prove then, oh ! Goddeſs, to my labors kind, 


And let theſe ſons of Dutneſs lag behind, 
* Whilſt * Hoity toity, whiſky friſky, I - 
On ballad-wings {pring forth to victory. 


So ſure 


but juſtice ſtops thee in thy flight, 
And damns thy labours to eternal night. 


Brands that ſucceſs which boaſts no juſt pretence 
To genius, judgment, wit or common ſenſe ; 
But, who for taſte ſhall dare preſcribe the laws, 
Or ſtop the torrent of the mob s applauſe ? 


In thought 4 2 next Eſphinſton came forth, 


And thus harrangu'd the Goddeſs on his worth. 


JTis mine oh! Fame, full fraught with attic lore, 


* Long-loſt pronunciation to reſtore, _ 


Of letters to reform each vile abuſe, 


And bring the Grecian + kappa into uſe. 


a 
555 cot. in. 
* 


_ _— * 


* See Love in a Pillage: 


+ A favourite word of this author—See Education a Poem. 


+ Mr. Elphin/ton intends ſhortly to lay before the public his reaſons for giving C al- 
ways the ſound of the Grecian Karra, which will certainly give a ſoftneſs and dignity 
to the expreſſion of many other words in our language, as well as this inſtanced by the 


author, 


* Tully 
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Tully once more his proper name ſhall know, 


Reftor'd its ancient ſound of Kikero. 


LY 


* 


: Firſt from my native tongue 'tis mine t' expel 
The ſuperfluities of E and L. 
T' unveil the long conceal'd receſs of truth. 


And teach betimes to bend the pliant youth ; 
To point the means of proper recreation 1 


A 


* 


A 


* 


And prove no ꝓ whetter equals emulation : | | | | 
In ſong didactic as I move, to draw | | 
The || proper rules for ſtudy and for Taw; | | ; 
In taſte for ſacred writings to refine us, 
And 8 ſhew the odds 'twixt Daniel and Longinus ; 
To criticize, inſtru, and prove in metre 

« Tully's * a perfect blockhead to St. Peter: 

« Deign then, O Fame, Þ to ſatisfy my lore, { 
« Who've wrote as mortal man ne'er wrote before, 


A 


+ For where thou liv'it I live, where di'ſt I dy, 


Joint as we ſtand, unſevered ſhall we ly. Education, 
Nor boaſted ſelfiſh dulneſs ſocial flame. ibid, 
: Some plea might urge clandeſtine education, 
| But where's a whetter like my emulation? ibid, 
| Nay daign a tender ſmile on humble taw. | ibid. 
$ Hail Daniel / with the captive victors three ! 
How is Longinus ſelf to them and thee ? ibid, 
* Ne'er ſhall keen Tully catch a Peter's fire, ibid. 
+ f ſatisfy her lore, 
With pleaſing food, but let her pant for more. * ibid. 
| I © Broke : 


[49 
* Broke thro' all pedant rules of mood and tenſe, 
And nobly ſoar'd beyond the reach of ſenſe.” 


He bow'd—then Arne ſwift bolted thro' the throng 
Renown'd for all the various pow'rs of ſong : 
Sweet as the Thracian's, whoſe melodious woe 
| Mov'd the ſtern tyrant of the ſhades below ; 
Or that, by which the faithleſs Syren charms, 
And woos the failor ſhipwreck'd in her arms : 
Soft as the notes which Phazbus did employ 
To raiſe the glories of ill-fated Troy; 
Or thoſe which baniſh'd Reaſon could recal, 
And bring the Devil cap'ring out of Saul. 


But not contented with his crotchet-praiſe, 


Lo! he adventures for the poet's Bays / 


No more is genius rear'd, in claflic ſchools, 
But falls like Fortune, on the heads of fools: _ 
Dull Dogmas thunder'd from the pedant's mouth, 
No more ſhall tire the car-belabour'd youth; 


Since bards now ſpring without the pains of laſhing, 
Like Arne and Duck, from fidlingand from thraſhing. 


« Oh! Fame, he cries, with 8 attention hear 
The cauſe, why I thy candidate appear.” | 


6 F'er 


en 
er yet h outwitted Guardian crawl'd to light 
4 Four ſmother'd brats I doom'd to endleſs night; 
Abaſhed, leſt any thing leſs fair ſhould prove 
* Unworthy Arne, and thy maternal love. 
* But here behold a babe, to whom belong 
The double gifts of eloquence and ſong ; 
* Who, not like other infants born or bred, 
Sprung forth, like Pallas, from its daddy's head. 
On me then, Fame, oh ! let thy favours fall, 
And ſhew that Tommy Arne outwits em all. 


* 


Here Fr----s rais'd his head, tho' laſt not leaſt, 
A wanton poet, and a ſolemn prieſt ; 
By turns thro' life, each character we mark, 
A prieſt by day, a poet in the dark: 
Yet each at will the Proteus can forſake, 
Now politician, now commences rake, 


Nay worſe (if fame ſay true) panders for love, 


And acts the Merc'ry to a luſtful Fove. 


— — — T——  —— 


-+ See the Preface to the Guardian Outwitted, 


Now 
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Nov grave he ſits, and checks th' unhallow'd jeſt, 
WWhilſt his ſage precepts cool each am'rous brealt ; 
Now ftrips the prieſt's diſguiſe, awakes deſire, 
Tells the lewd tale, and fans the dying fire: 

All poz'd, deſpair his character to paint, 

And wonder how the dev'l they loſt the ſaint 


Next from the different theatres came forth 
A ſcore atleaſt, of ſelf-ſufficient worth, ; 
Each claims the chaplet, or proteſts his wrong, 
A prologue 7his had wrote, and that a ſong; 
Forth from the crowd a general hiſſing flies, 

To ſee ſuch triflers arrogate the prize, 

But fully bent this day the Goddeſs: came, 


To hear with patience every coxcomb's claim. 


Here endleſs groups on groups from ev'ry ſtreet, 
Popes, Shakeſpears, Fohnſons—in their own conceit, 
With hopes elate advance, and ardor keen, 
Whom not one muſe had ever heard or ſeen; 
Who till write on, tho hooted and diſgrac'd, 
And damn the public for their want of taſte, 


Oh ! Yanity, whoſe far extended ſway 
Nations confeſs, and potentates obey, 


How 


(*283%2 
How vaſt thy reign !---Say, where, oh! where's the man 
_ His own defects who boldly dares to ſcan, 


Juſt to himſelf? Ev'n now, whilſt I incline 
To paint the vot'ries kneeling at thy ſhrine, 
Whilſt others follies freely I impart, 
| Thy pow'r reſiſtleſs flutters round my heart, 
Prompts me this common weakneſs to diſcloſe, 
(* Myſelf the very coxcomb I expoſe.) 
And, ah! too partial to my Jays and me 
My kind---yet cruel friends---ſoon ſhall you ſee 
The Culprit-Muſe, whoſe idle ſportive vein 
No views can bias, and no fears reſt: ain, 
(Thus female-thieves, tho' threaten'd with diſgrace - 
Muſt till be fing'ring dear forbidden Lace) 
Dragg'd without mercy to that awful bar 
Where Sphen with Genius holds eternal war, 
And there, her final ruin to fulfil, 
Condemn'd by Butchers, pre-reſolv'd to kill 


ũmà— Hu 


* A very ingenuous declaration it muſt be acknowledged, and I dare venta to pro- 


nounce our author the firſt who ever made it, and in all probability the laſt who ever 
will The antients all run into the contrary extreme: 


See Horace, Virgil, Ovid, Lucan, &c. &c. 


K 


E ry — Es = o l 
: F r fo 
Mt A Ae: GL — 1 — — : 
= = 
> ae 2 ˙ »» —— — — - - 


5 

—— — 
— fer oe are T 
FER . 


But hold, tho' ſentenc'd-——manners ; and be mute 
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In vain her youth ſhall for compaſſion plead, 
Ev'n for a Sy/lable the wretch ſhall bleed, 
And 'ſpite of all the friendſhip you can ſhew, 
Be made a public ſpectacle of woe. 


+ Derrick appears to move his &ngl/y ſuit. 


* Goddeſs, I come not here for fame to vie, 
© (A maſter of the ceremonies I) 
Since re-inthron'd at Bath I now appear, | , 
This day appoint me to that ſtation here; 
© In niceſt order, I'll conduct the whole, 


All riot and indecency controul, 


For know, this pigmy * frame contains a mighty ſoul.” 


« Nay, let me urge a more important claim, 
« "Twas I firſt gave the ſtrumpet's + liſt to fame, 
Their age, ſize, qualities, if brown or fair, 
* Whoſe breath was ſweeteſt, whoſe the brighteſt hair, 
* Diſplay'd each various dimple, ſmile and frown, 


« Pimp-Generalifjimo to all the town 


J 


—_— 


* Ingentes animos exercent in corpore parvo. Virgil. 


t A moſt infamous Pamphlet, entitled Harris's Lift, 


From 


4 
From this what vaſt advantages accrue'! 
Thus each may chuſe the maid of partial hue; 
* Know to whoſe bed he has the beſt pretenſions, 
And buy the Venus of his own dimen/ions. 


© Nor yet a ſtranger to the tuneful Nine, 
Songs, prologues, and meand'ring odes are mine; 
Such Jeu 4 Eſprit, as beſt becomes a king, 
without a ſting ; 


* And gentle epigrams 
The fam'd Domitian ſtill before my eyes, 

* Who ne'er for paſtime, murder'd aught but flies; 
« Nay 


Since fly or gnat Was never hurt by me, 


let my muſe boaſt gentler ſport than he, 


By me, tho' ſeated in monarchial ſtate, 
And, ſpite of Harrington, whoſe will is fate. 


Here rais'd the little Monarch on his toe, 
And ſmil'd contempt on printer's boys below. 


He ſpoke---the Goddeſs thus reply d My ſon 
«« 'Tis time the buſineſs of the day were done, 
«« Enjoy what thou demand'ſt---up yonder tree 
Climb expeditious, that the croud may ſee 


This 


4 
„ This flag, the ſignal to begin, hang out, 
* And quell the tumult of the rabble rout. 


« But ſtay--methinks while round the field I gaze 
* Amid the various claimants for the bays, 
One fay'rite bard eſcapes my notice ſay, 
My dear Me/omene, on ſuch a day, 
% Why is not thy beloved Shenftone here?“ 
The muſe was filent---ſobb'd---and drop'd a tear. 


And now the trumpet's ſound, by Pame's command 
Proclaims the hour of ſtarting is at hand. 
Now, round the goal the various heroes preſs, 
While hope and fear alternately poſſeſs 
Each anxious breaſt ! in order here they riſe, 
And panting ſtand impatient for the prize: 
Scarce can they wait till Derrick takes his place, 
And waves the flag, as ſignal for the Race. 


But lo !---a croud upon the plain appear 
With Deſcaizeau flow-pacing in the rear 

Maſon and Thompſon, Ogilvy and Hayes, 

And he whoſe hand has pluck'd a ſprig of bays, 


* On 
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* On Rhatia's barren hills --- enward they move; N 
But now too late their various pow'rs to prove, 
Some future day may fair occaſion yield 

To weigh their ſev'ral merits in the field: 

For ſee ! the bards, with expectation rife, 

Stand ſtript, and ready for the glorious ſtrife ; — 
And monarch Derric& would attempt in vain 


Their furious ardor longer to reſtrain, 


The flag diſplay'd, promiſcuous forth they bound, 
+ And ſhake with clatt'ring feet the powder'd ground, 
Equal in flight there 79 diſpute the race 
With envious ſtrife, and meaſure pace for pace. 
Straight all is uproar and tumultuous din ; 

This tumbles down, another breaks his ſhin ; 
That + ſwears his puffing neighbour ſtinks of Gin. 


* See the Traveller, a Poem, 


+ Leſt ſome malevolent critic, reviewing critic, or critical reader, (as all readers, 
now-a-days, are critics) ſhould tax the authpr with plagiariſm, he thinks it prudent to 
enter his caveat, by declaring he had that famous line of Virgil in his eye, 

| Quadrupetante putrem ſonitu quatit ungula campum, 
with this difference, that his animals have four feet, and theſe but two. 


+ - tinks of Gin—Many of our readers cannot but remember, in a late literary quarrel, 


how the authors attacked one another for frequenting brothels, ſmoaking, and dram- 
drinking; to which this circumſtance alludes. 
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Each joſtles each, a wrangling, madding train, 
While loud, To Order, Derrick calls in vain. 
Stuck faſt in mire here ſome deſponding lay, 
And, grinning, yield the glories of the day. 
For, maugre all primeval bards have ſung, 


Steep is the road to Fame, and clogg'd with dung. 


Borne on the wings of hope now Murphy flies, 
Vain hope ! for fate the wiſh'd-for boon denies ; 
Arriv'd, where ſcavengers, the night before, 

Had left their gleanings from the common ſhore, 
With head retorted, as he fearful ſpy'd 
The giant Churchill thund'ring at his fide, 
Sudden he tript and piteous to tell! 
$ Prone in the filth the hapleſs poet fell. 
* Diſtanc'd, by G—! roars out a ruſtic ſquire, 
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He muſt give out, thus ſous'd in dung and mire. 


Huless p50 ful. Fhe vety ſuine misfortune happens to Oile n , in the New who 
alſo makes a ſpeech to the ſame effec}: 
Accurſed fate, the conqueſt I forego, 
A Marte J, a goddeſs was my foe | 
She urg'd her fav'cite on the rapid way; 


And N not , won the day. 


A noble precedent, and ſuſficicnt for authorizing fo low an eden in this poem. 
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Lord M--- replies, I'll hold you ſix to ten, 


© Spite of the td, he'll riſe and run again. 


A burſt of laughter echoes all around, 


While, ſputt'ring dirt, and ſcrabbling from the ground, 


« Ceaſe, fools, your mirth, nor ſneer at my diſgrace ; 


This curſed bog, not Churchill, won the race; 
And ſure, who ſuch diſaſters can foreſee, 


* Muſtbea greater Conjuror than me.” 


While Churchill, careleſs, triumphs in his fall, 
Up to the gulph his jaded rivals crawl ; | | | | 
Here ſome the watchful harpies on the ſhore  * * 
Plunge in---ah ! deſtin'd to return no mores a 
While others wond' ring, view them as they fink, 
And ſcar'd, ſtand quiv'ring on the dreadful brink. 


Now rous'd the Hero by the trumpet's ſound, 
Turns from his rueful foe, and ſtares around; 
No bard he views behind but all have paſt {if 
Him, heedleſs of their flight, and now the laſt. 
Stung at the thought with double force he ſprings, 
Rage gives him ſtrength, and emulation wings: 
The ground regain'd---* Stand clear (he ſternly ſaid) 
Who bars my paſſage, horror on his head.'--- 
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Unhappy 


* 
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nbapoeppe doom'd to meet thy fate, 2 
Why heard'ſt thou not the mEnace; &er too late! 
Fir'd with diſdain, he ſpurn'd the witling's breech, 
And headlong hurl'd him in Oꝶlibion's ditch ; 

Then inſtant bounding high with all his main, 
O'erleap'd its utmoſt — and ſcour'd along the Plain. | 


Sour Critics, Co: view'd him as he fled; 
Spite bit her nails, and Dulneſi ſcratch'd her head. 
The gulph once paſt, no obſtacle remains, 
Smooth is the path, midſt flow'r-enamel'd plains ; 
Unrival'd now, with joyful ſpced he flies, 
Performs the deſtin'd race, and claims the prize. 
Fame gives the chaple, while the tuneful Nine 


Th' acknowledg'd victor hail in notes divine. 


Smollet ſtood grumbling by the fatal ditch ; 


Hull call'd the goddeſs Whore, and Jones a Bitch; 
Each curs'd the partial judgment of the day, 


And, greatly diſappointed, ſneak' d away. 


